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This Is a rushing story of the
wild border days in Texas in the
early seventies, with their des. of

perate contests between outlaws
and rangers. Incident after inci-
dent crowd upon another hair-
breadth escapes, deeds of thrill-
ing adventures, manly, chivalry,
and devoted love. The hero is a
murderer; a man-kille- r not by
choice but by necessity. His
deeds in a wild country rival the
deeds of Scotch Highland chiefs
which Sir Walter Scott ha6 given
us in his great romances. You'll
want to follow the fortunes of
Buck Duane in "The Lone Star
Ranger."

CHAPTER I.

So it was la him. thon an Inherited
fighting Instinct, a drivicg lntensit to a
kill. He was the last of the Puanes, jthat o'd fighting stock of Texas. Iiut
not the memory of Ids dead father, nor
the pleading of his d mother,
nor the warning of this uncle who
stood before him now. had brought to
Ituekley Duane so tnach realization
of the dark, passionate strain In his
Mood. It was the recurrence, a hun-
dredfold increased In power, of a

emotion that for the last three
J ears had arisen In him.

"Ye. Cnl Ilaln's In town, full of
bad whisky an' huntin' for you," re-

peated the elder man, gravely.
"But what's he want me for!" de-

manded Duane. "To Insult me again?
I won't stand that twice."

"He's pot a fever that's rampant In
Texas these days my boy. He wants
gun-pin- If he meets you he'll try
to kill you."

Here It stirred In Duane again, that
bursting gush of Mood. like a wind of
flame slinking all his Inner being, and
subsiding to leave him strangely
chilled.

"Kill me: What fort--" he asked.
"Lord knows there ain't any reason.

ISut what's that to do with most of the
shootin' these days? Didn't Ave covv-lm-

over to Kverall's kill one another
dead all because they got to jerkin' at
a quirt among themselves? An' Cal
has no reason to love you. His girl
was sweet on you."

"I quit when I found out she was
his sirl."

"I reckon she ain't quit. Iiut never it
mind her or reasons. Cal' here. Just
drunk enough to be ugly. He's achln'
to kill somebody. He's one of them
four-flus- There's a lot
of wild cowboys who're ambitious for
a reputation. They laugh at the sher-
iffs an" brag about how they'd fix the
rangers. Cal's sure not muih for you
to bother with. If you only keep out
of his way."

"You mean for me to run?" asked
Duane, In scorn.

"I reckon I wouldn't put It that way.
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"I'd Never Hang."

Just avoid him. Ruck, I'm not afraid
Cal would get you. What I'm most
afraid of Is that you'll kill Bain."

Duane was silent, letting his uncle's
earnest words sink in, trying to realize
their significance.

"Buck," went on the uncle, "you're
twenty-thre- e now, an' a powerful sight
of a fine fellow, barrin' your temper.
You've a chance In life, nut If you

go gunflghtln'. If you kill a man,
you're ruined. The rangers would

make you an outlaw. This even-brea-

business doesn't work with them. If
you resist arrest they'll kill you. If
jou submit to arrest, then you go to
Jail, an' rnebbe you hang."

"I'd never hang," muttered Duane,
darkly.

"I reckon you wouldn't," replied the
old man. "You'd be like your father.
He was ever ready to draw too ready.
In times like these, with the Texas
rangers enfordn the law, your dad
would have been driven to the river.
He was killed In a street-figh- t. An' It
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was told of him th.it he shot twice
after a b'jl' t h.id pjssed through his
heart. Think of the terrible nature

a man, to be able to do that. If
you have anv such blood In you, never
give it a chance."

"What you say is all very well,
unele," returned Duane. "but the only
way out for me is to run, and I won't
do It. Cul Bain and his outfit hae
already made me look like a coward."

"Will. then, wliafre you goln' to
do-- inquired the elder man.

"I haven't decided et."
"So, but jou're comin' to It mighty

fast. That terrible spell Is workln' in
jou. You're gettin' cool an' quiet,
an" jou think deep, an' 1 don't like the
light In jour eje. It reminds me of
jour father."

"I wonder what dad would say tp
me iMin if lie were uiive uud here,"
said Duane.

"What do you think? What could
jou expect of a man who never wore

glove on his right hand for twenty
ears?"
"Well, he'd hardly have said much.

Dad never talked. Hut he would have
done a lot. .nd"l guess I'll go down-
town and let Cal Bain find me."

Then followed a long silence, dur-
ing whlih Duane sat with downcast
ejes. and the unele appeared lost In
sad thought of the future. Presentlj
he turned to Duane with an expression
that denoted resignation, and yet a
spirit which showed wherein they were
of the same blood.

"You've got a fast horsp the fast-
est I know of In this country. After
jou meet Bain hurry back home. I'll
have a saddlebag packed for you and
the horse ready."

With that he turned on his heel and
went Into the house, having Duane
to revolve In hl mind his singular
speech. That hour of Duane's life was
like j ears of actual living, and in It
he became a thoughtful man.

He went into the house and inspect-
ed his belt and gun. The gun was a
Colt AZ. and heavv, with an
ivory handle. He had packed it. on
and off. for five years. Before that It
liad been ued by his fathi r. There
were a number of notches hied In the
bulge of the Ivory handle. This gun
was the one his father had fired twice
after being shot through the heart,
and his hand had stiffened o tightly
upon it in the death grip that his fin-

gers had to be pried ix-n- . It had
never been drawn upon any man since

had come into I mane's iosse-!o- n.

But the cold, bright iKjii-- h of the
weapon showed how It had been used.
Duane could draw it with Inconceiv-
able rapidity, and at treaty feet he
could split a card pointing edgewise
toward him.

Duane wlhed to avoid meeting his
mother. Fortunately, as he thought,
she was away from home. He vvent
out and do-v- the path toward the
gate. The air was full of the fra-
grance of blossoms and the melody of
birds. Outside In the road a neighbor
woman stood talking to a countryman
in a wagon; they ."poke to him; and
he beard, but did not reply. Then he

an to stride down the road toward
the town.

Weliston was a small town, but im
portant in that unsettled part of the
great state because It was the trading
center of several hundred miles of ter-
ritory. On the main street there were

rhaps fifty buildings, some brick,
simc frame, mostlj adobe, and one-thir- d

of the lot, and by far the most
prosperous, were sabKins. Duane's eye
ranged down the street, taking In all
at a glance. By the time he reached
Sol Whites place, which was the first
saloon, he was walking slowly. Sev-
eral eople spoke to him and turned
to look back after they had passed.
He paused at the door of White's sa-

loon, took a sharp survey of the Inte-
rior, then stepped Inside.

The saloon was large and cool, full
of men and noise and smoke. The
noise ceased upon his entrance, and
the silence ensuing presently broke to
the clink of Mexican silver dollars at
a monte table. All eyes except those
of the Mexican gamblers were turned
uion Duane. Several of the cowboys
and ranchers present exchanged
glanrrs. Duane had been weighed by
unerring Texas Instinct, by men who
all packed guns. The boy was the
son of his father. Whereuion they
greeted him and returned to their
drinks and cards. Sol White stood
with his big, red hands out upon the
bar; he was a tall, rawboned Texan,
with a long mustache waxed to sharp
points.

"Howdy, Buck," was his greeting to
Duane. He spoke carelessly and avert-
ed his dark gaze for an instant.

"Howdy. Sol," replied Duane, slowly.
"Say. Sol. I hear there's a gent In
town looking for me bad."

"Beckon there Is. Buck," replied
White. "lie came In heah aboot an
hour ago. Shore he was some riled
an' for gore. Told me confi-
dential a certain party had given you
a white silk scarf, an' he was hell-ben- t

on wearln' It home spotted red."
"Anybody with him?" queried Duane.
"Burt an' Sam Outcalt an' a little

cowpuncher I never seen before. They-a- ll

was coaxin' him to leave town. But
he's looked on the flowin glass. Buck,
an' he's heah for keeps."

"Why doent Sheriff Oaks lock him
up If he's that bad?"
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"Oaks vvent away with the ranscrs.
There's been another raid at I lesher's
ranth. The King riher gang likely.
An' so the town's shore wide open."

Duane stiilked outdoors and faced
dow li the street. He walked the whole
length of the long block, meeting mauy
people farmers, ranchers, clerks,
merchants, Mexicans, cowboys and
women. It was a singular fact that
when he turned to retrace his steps
the street was almost empty. If It
was an Instinct for Texans to fight, it
was also instinctive for them to sense
with remarkable quickness the signs
of a coming gun-pla- Humor could
not fly so swiftly. In less than ten
minutes everjhody who had been on
the street or In the shops knew that
Buck Duane had come forth to meet
his enemy.

Duane walked on. When he came
to within fifty paces of a saloon he
swerved out Into the middle of the
street, stood there for a moment, then
vvent ahead and back to the sidewalk.
He passed on In this way the length
of the block. Pol White was standing
In the door of his saloon.

"Buck, I'm jou off." he said,
quick and low voiced. "Cal Bain's over
at Kverall's. If he's a huntin' you bad,
as he brags, he'll show there."

Duane crossed the street and start-
ed down. Notwithstanding White's
statement, Duane was wary and slow
nt every door. Nothing happned. and
he traversed almost the whole length
of the block without setlng a person.
Ev trail's place was on the comer.

Diane knew himself to be cold,
steady. He was conscious of a strtnge
fury that made him want to leap
ahead. He seemed to long for this en-

counter more than nnj thing he had
ever wanted. But, vivid as were his
sensations, he felt as if In a dream.

Before he reached Everall's he heard
loud voices, one of vvhkh was raised
high. Then the short door swung out-
ward as If impelled by a vigorous hand.
A bovviegged cowlioy wearing woolly
chaps burst out upon the sidewalk. At
sight of Dunne he seemed to bound
Into the air, and he uttered a savage
roar.

I mane stopped In his tracks at the
outer edge of the sidewalk, perhaps a
dozen rods from Everall's door.

If Bain was drunk he did not show
it in his moviment. He swaggered
forward, rapidly closing up the gap-Be-

sweat j. disheveled and hatless.
ids fate distorted and expressive of
the most malignant Intent, he was a
wild and sinister figure, lie had al-

ready killed a man, and this showed in
his demeanor. His hands were extend-
ed before him, the right hand a little
lower than the lift. At every step he
bellowed his rancor in speech mostly
curses. Gradually he slowed his walk,
then halted. A good,twenty-flv- e paces
separated the men.

"Won't nothln' make you draw, you
1" he shouted fierce! y.

"I'm waitiu' on you, Cal," replied
Duane.

Bain's right hand stiffened moved.
Duane threw his gun a a boy throws
a ball underhand a draw his father
l.ad taught him. He pulled twice, his
hots almost as one. Bain's big Colt

boomed while it was pointed down-
ward and he was tailing. Ills bullet
scatteri-- dust and gravid at Duane's
feet. He fill loose!-- , without contor-
tion.

In a flash all was reality for Duane.
He went forward and held his gun
read for the slightest movement on
the part of Bain. But Bain lay upon
his back, and all that moved were
his breast and his ees. How strangely
the red had left his face and also the
distortion ! The devil that had show ed
In Bain was gone. He was sober and
conscious. He tried to speak, but
failed. His eyes expressed something
pitifully human. They changed
rolled set blankly.

Duane drew n deep breath and
sheathed his gun. He felt calm and
coo!, glad the fray was over. One
violent expression burst from him.
The fool !"

When he looked up there were men
around him.

"I'lumb center." said one.
Another, a cowboy who evidently

had Just left the gaming table, leaned
down and pulled ojien Bain's shirt.
He hail the ace of spades in his hand.
He laid it on Bain's breast, and the
black figure on the card covered the
two bullet holes Just over Bain's
heart.

Duane wheeled and hurried away.
He heard another man say:

"Beckon Cal got what he deserved.
Buck Duane's first gun-pla- Like fa-

ther like son!"

CHAPTER II.

When Duane came to the gate of
his home and saw his uncle there with
a mettlesome horse, saddled, with can-
teen, r&ic and bags all In place, n
subtle shock pervaded his spirit. It
had slipped his mind the consequence
of his act. But sight of the horse una
the look of his uncle recalled the fact
that he must now become n fugitive.
An unreasonable anger took hold of
hUn.

"That d (1 fool!" he exclaimed
hotly. "Meeting Bain wasn't much,
Cncle Jim. He dusted my boots, that's

TOMBSTONE WEEKLY EPITAPH.

all. And for that I've got to go on
thy dodge."

"Son vou killed him then?" asked
the unele. huskil.v.

"Yes. I stood over him watched
him die. I did as I would have been
done by."

"I knew It. Long ago I saw It com-
in". But now we can't stop to cry
over spilt Mood. Y'ou've got to leave
town an" this part of the country."

"Mother!" exclaimed Duane.
"She's away from home. Y'ou can

wait.- - I'll break It to her what she
always feared."

Suddenly Duane sat down and cov-

ered his face with his hands.
"My (!od! Uncle, what have I done?"

Ills broad shoulders shook.
"Listen, son, an' remember what I

say," replied the elder man. earnestly.
"Hont ever torget. You re not to

His Bullet Scattered Duet and Gravel
at Duane's Feet.

blame. I'm glad to see you take It this
vvuj--

. beeaue ma) be ou'U never grow
hard an' callous. You're not to blame.
This is Texas. Y'ou re vour fathers
son. These are wild times. The law-

ns the rangers are laying it down now
can't change life all In a minute."

"I'm a murderer," said Duane, shud-
dering.

"No. son. ou're not. An' never
will be. But jou've got to be an out-
law till time makes It safe for you to
come home."

"An outlaw?"
"I said it. If we had money an' In-

fluence, we'd risk a trial. But we've
neither. Strike for the wild country,
an' wherever you go an' whatever ou
do be a man. Y'ou can't come heme.
When this thing is lived down. If that
time ever comes, I'll get word Into the
unsettled country. It'll reach ou
some day. That's all. Itemember, be
a man. flood by."

Duane. with blurred sight and con-
tracting throat, gripped his uncle's

' hand and bade him a wordless fare- -i

well. Then he leaped astride the black
and rode out of town.

I As swiftly as was consistent with a
' care for his steed, Duane put a dls- -

tance of fifteen or eighteen miles
behind him. He passed several
ranches, and was seen by men. This
did not suit him, and he took an old
trail across country. It was a flat
region with a poor growth of inesquite
and prickly-pea- r cactus. Occasionally
he caught a glimpse of low hills in the
distance. He had hunted often In that
section, and knew where to find grass
and water. When he reached this
higher ground he did not, however,
halt at the first favorable camping
spot, but went on and on.

At last he found a secluded spot, un-

der cover of thick mesqultes and oaks,
nt a goodly distance from the old trail.
He took saddle and pack off the horse,
made a small fire, prepared and ate his
supper. This done, ending the work
of that day. he sat down and filled his
pipe. When night set In and the
place seemed all the more Isolated and
lonely for that Duane had a sense of
relief.

It dawned upon him all at once that
he was nervous, watchful, sleepless.
The fact caused him surprise, and he
began to think back, to take note of
his late actions and their motives. Tlie
change one day had wrought amazed
him. He who had always been free,
easy, happy, especially when out alone
In the open, had become In a few short
hours bound, serious, preoccupied. He
felt tired, yet had no Inclination to
rest. He Intended to be off by dawn,
heading toward the southwest. Had
he a destination? It was vague as his
knnwlcdgp of that great waste of
mesqulte and rock bordering the Bio
Grande. Somewhere out there was a
refuge. For he was a fugitive from
Justice, an outlaw.

This being an outlaw then meant
eternal vigilance. No home, no rest,
no sleep, no content, no life worth the
living! He must be a lone wolf or he
must herd among men obnoxious to
him. If he worked for an honest liv
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ing, he still must hide his Identity and
take risks of diteetlon. If he did not
work on some distant, outljing randi.
how was he to live? The idea of
stealing was lepugnanr to him. The
future seemed gray and somber
enough. And he was twenty-thre- e

years old.
But what was the matter with the

light of his campflre? It had taken on
a strange green luster and seemed to
be waving off Into the outer shadows.
Duane heard no step, saw no move-

ment; nevertheless, there was another
present at that camptire vigil. Duane
saw him. He lay there in the middle
of the green brightness, prostrate, mo-

tionless, djlng. Cal Bain!
That haunting visitation left Duane

sitting there in a told sweat, it remorse
gnawing at his vitals, realizing the
curse that was on him. lie dinned
that never would he be able to keep off
that phantom. He remembered how
his father had been eternally pursued
by funis of accusing guilt, how he had
never been able to forget in work or
In sleep those men he hud killed.

The hour was late when Duane's
mind let him sleep, and then dreams
troubled him. In the morning he be-

stirred himself so early that in the
gra) gloom he had difficulty In finding
his horse. Diy had Just broken when
he struik the old trail again.

He rode hard all morning and halted
in a shad) si,t to rest and graze his
horse. In the afternoon he took to the
trail at an easy trot. The country
gn w wilder. Bald, rugged mountains
broke the level of the monotonous ho-

rizon. About three In the afternoon he
came to a little river which marked
the boundar) line of his hunting terri-
tory and followed It upstream.

In this kind of travel and camping
he spent three more days, during which
lie crossed a number of trails, and one
where cattle stolen cattle, probably
had recently passed. He followed the
road until a late hour, whin, striking
the willow brakes again and hence the
neighborhood of the river, he picketed
his Iiore and lay down to rest. But
he did not sleep. His mind bitterly re-

volved, the fate that had come upon
him. He made efforts to think of other
things, but in vain. Every moment he
expected the chill, the sense of loneli-
ness that et was ominous of a strange
visitation, the peculiarly imagined
lights and shades of the night those
things that presaged the coming of Cal
Bain. Doggedly Duane fought against
the insidious phantom. He kept teil-- I

Ing himself that It w as just imagina
tion, that it would vviar off in time.
Still in his heart he did not believe
what he hoped. But he would not give
up; he would not accept the ghost of
his victim us a reality.

Gray dawn found him in the saddle
again, headed for th river. Half an
hour of riding brought him to the
dense chaparral and willow thickets.
These he threaded to come nt length
to the ford. Once upon the opposite
shore, he reined in his horse and
looked darkly back. This action
marked his acknowledgment of his sit-
uation: he had voluntarily sought the
refuge of the outlaws; he was be)oud
the pale--.

The trail led Into a road which was
hard packed and smooth from the
tracks of cattle. He doubted not that
he had come across one of the roads
used by border raiders. He headed
into It, and had scarcel.v traveled a
mile when, turning a curve, he came
point-blan- k upon a single horseman
riding tirvard him. Both riders wheeled
their mounts shandy and were ready
to run and shoot back. Not more than
a hundred paces separated them. They
stood then for a moment watching
each other.

"Mawnln", stranger," called the man,
dropping his gun to his hip.

"Howdy," replied Duane shortly.
They rode toward each other, clos-

ing half the gap, then they halted
again.

"I seen you ain't no ranger," called
the rider, "an" shore I ain't none."

He laughed loudly, as If he had
made a Joke.

"Hovv'd you know I wasn't a
ranger?" asked Duane curiously. Some-
how- he had instantly divined that this
horseman was no officer, or even a
rancher trailing stolen stock.

"Wal," said the fellow, starting his
horse forward at a walk, "a ranger'd
never git ready to run the other wfcy
from one man."

He laughed again. He was small
and wiry, slouchy of attire, and armed
to the teeth, and he bestrode a fine
bay horse. He had quick, dancing
brown eyes, at once frank and loId,
and a coarse, bronzed face. Evidently
he was a d ruffian.

Duane acknowledged the truth of
the assertion, and turned over In his
mind how shrewdly the fellow had
guessed him to be a hunted man.

"My name's Luke Stevens, an' I hall
from the river. Who're you?" said
this stranger.

Duane was silent.
"I reckon you're Buck Duane," went

on Stevens. "I heerd you was n bad
man with n gun."

This t!me Duane laughed, not at the
doubtful compliment, but at the Idea
that the first outlaw he met should
know him. Here was proof of how
swlftly facts nbout gun-pla- y traveled
on the Texas border

R
"Wal. Buck," said Stevms in a

friend!) manner, "I ain't pri suiiiri' on
jour !uo or company. I see joure
headln' fer the rlvir. But will jou
stop long enough to stake a feller to
a bite of grub?"

"'I'm out of grub and prett) hungry
ni)self," admitted Duane.

"Been pushln' your boss. I see. Wal,
I reckon jou'd better stock up before

hit tint stretch of countrv."
He made it wide sweep of his right

arm. Indicating the southwest, and
there was that in his action which
seemetl significant of n vast and bar-
ren region.

"Stock up?" queried Duane, thought-
fully.

"Shore. A feller has Jest got to eat.
I can rustle along without whisk), but
,,jt "ihou "rub. 'Thet's "vhat trrk'S
it so emharrassin' travelln' these parts
dodgin' jour shadow. Now, I'm on my
way to Mercer. It's a little two-bi-t

town up tiie river a ways. I'm goln'
to pack out some grub."

Stevens' tone was inviting. Evident-
ly he would welcome Duane's compan
lonshjp, but be did not openly mi) so.
D'ane kept silence, however, and then
Stevens vvent on.

"ftranger. In this here country two's
n crowd. It's safer. I never was much
on this lone-wo- lf dodgin', though I've
done It of necessity. It takes a mighty
good man to travel alone any length
of time. Whv. I've been thet sick I
was Jest achln' fer some ranger to
come along an' plug me. Give me a
pardner any day. Now, mebbe you're
not thet kind of a feller, on' I'm shore
not presumln' to ask. But I Jest de-

clares mjself sufficient."
"Y'ou mean you'd like me to go with

you?" asked Duane.
Stevens grinned. "Wal, I should

smile. I'd be particular proud to lie
braced with a man of your reputa-
tion."

"See here, my good fellow, that's all
nonsense," declared Duane, In some
haste.

"Shore I think modesty becomln' to
a youngster." replied Stevens. "I hate
a brag. Buck, I don't know much
about ou. But every man who's lived
along the Texas border remembers a
lot about our dad. I Jest heerd thet
vou was llghtniti' on the draw, an
when you cut looe with a gun. why
the ftgger on the ace of spades would
cover our cluster of bullet holes.
ThetV the word thet's gone down the
border. Now, Buck. I'm not a sprin- -
chicken, an' I've been long on the
dodge. Meble a little of cay society
won't hurt you none. You'll need to
learn the country."

There-- was something sincere and
likable about this outlaw.

"I dare say ou're right." replied
Duane, quietly. "And I'll go to Mer-
cer with you."

Next moment he was riding down
the road with Stevens. Duane had

I

Both Riders Wheeled Their Horses
Sharply.

never been mucn of a talker, and now-h-e

found speech difficult. Iiut his
companion did not seem to mind that.
He was a jocose, voluble fellow, prob-
ably glad now to hear the sound of
his own voice. Puane listened, anil
sometimes he thought with a pang
of the distinction of name and heritage
of blood his father had left to him.

CHAPTER III.

I.ate that day, n couple of hours be-

fore sunset. Duane and Stevens, hav-
ing rested their hores In the shade of
some mesqultes near the town of Mer-
cer, saddled tip and prepared to move

Do you believe that Buck did
the wrong thing by running away
from home? Doesn't it seem that
he could have proved

and saved himself from
the outlaw life?

(TO BB CONTINUED.!
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Worked To5 Well.
"Yes," the joung medico sighed, "the

healing Trofe-lo- n Is full of difIieultlo.
The other day for Instance, I had a
patient who ought to have gone to a
warmer climate. Couldn't afford it. I
decided to try hypnoti-- I painted
a large Mm on the ceiling and by

induced hlui to think it was
tiie sun.

"And how did It work?" Inquired (he
listener.

The doctor imssed n liand wearily
over lus brow.

"He's down with sunstrote.Tie said,
sadly.
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LOBELIA USED AS A DRUG

American Indians Gathered Plant for
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American Indians found one plant
growing in dump woods, handsome in
spikes of pale blue (lowers, which they
Used lis medicine.

When th. white man came the same
plant won the favor both of the nlli-war- y

iind the gardner. but the gar-

dener has paid more attention to it
cultivation than has the apothecary.
Hence we know- - it more as a flower
than as a drug. It is the lobelia,
named for Matthias I.otn-1- , a riemish
phjsician and botanist, says the Phil-

adelphia Xortii American.
The medicinal substance In the plant

Is called lobelin. an alkaloid, although
the Indians prolialily didn't know It.
The common use of the plant among
the aborigines led the early settlers to
call it "Indian tobacco."

When it is cultivated for commerce
the seeds arc scattered on the

of the ground late in fail or early
In spring. They germinate early In
spring anil send down roots.

When the tlowers are blooming the
pi ints .ire cut and dried in the shade.
An acre of good soil will yield 1000
to l.-t- )U pounds of herbs.

Exceptions.
"P i'r t 11 me that politeness

si t s th,- iv fur one."
"W t do vim mean?"
"I".en moti ring on a road just full

of 4'b e . ii ,h irms ' "

Everybody needs it
stored for emergency in a

d, d,

well -- nourished
body and brain.

Grape-Nut-s food stands
preeminent as a builder of
this kind of energy. It is
made of the entire nutri-
ment of whole wheat and
barley, two of the richest
sources of food strength.

Grape-Nut- s also includes
the vital mineral elements of
the grain, so much emphasized
in these days of investigation
of real food values.

Crisp, ready to eat, easy to
digest, wonderfully nourishing
and delicious.

"There's a Reason"

ior Grape-Nu- ts il,


